Tomorrow and the Day After That 

When the phone finally rang, I was dmnk. Then again, I'd spent much of the last few days drunk 
(much of that fall, to tell the truth), so that's no real revelation. And as the loop of images from 
his latest victory speech started to scroll across my TV's screen yet again, I was thinking pretty 
seriously about getting stoned, too. I figured maybe, just maybe, if I got in the right state of 
mind, some of this circus would be, if not understandable, believable. Not that that was likely. 
Let's just say that if I hadn't lived through it, I never would have believed any of it. None of it. 
Not the white "W"s flashing against the black backdrop, the red, white and blue confetti raining 
down on the suits waving their slogans, the first lady, clapping placidly, pretty in her pink 
Chanel, none of it. It was all too much. That didn't make it any less real, though. It had 
happened. He had been re-elected. It was an indisputable fact. But that's not why I was drinking. 

For what felt like the fiftieth time that day, I sighed; then I took a long drink from my 
beer, and wiped my mouth dry with the back of my hand. Just as he was starting in on the 
Mandate from the People spiel, the phone rang. I muted the TV and reached for the half-smoked 
bong on the coffee table, letting the phone ring. Even without looking at the caller i.d., I knew it 
was Lara. I imagined her, holding her cell phone, her head cocked to one side, twisting her hair 
in one of those endless loops around her index finger. 

Exhaling, I picked up the phone on the fourth ring. "Hello?" 

"Hey, it's me." 

"Hey." 

"What are you doing?" 

"Nothing." I shifted the phone to my other ear and set the bong back down on the table. 
"Nothing," I said again, more to myself than to her. 



"Yeah. Tell me about it." 

There was a sudden silence, not a strained silence but it was no comfortable silence 
either. I knew the look she would have on her face - the intent stare at something visible solely 
to her just over the horizon. Li our time, I had learned to love that look. It had worried me when I 
first met her; now that I knew what the look meant, it worried me even more. But, still, it was 
somehow endearing, one of those peculiarities that humanizes us. 

She cleared her throat and, after breathing a sigh of what I imagined was relief, 
continued. "It's been a while." 

Smiling, I said nothing. I leaned forward and pressed the off button on the remote. What 
he had to say, volume on or off, didn't mean much of anything to me, one way or the other. 

"You still there?" 

"Yeah, I'm here." 

"You busy?" 

"Nah." 

"You wanna come down to O'Connor's and get a beer. We can talk and catch up. Maybe 
figure this thing out?" 

"Yeah, I'll come get a beer. But I don't know that I feel much like talking." 

"Shut up and get down here." I could hear the smile in her voice. 

"Okay, I'll be about an hour." 

"Okay. See you then." 

"Bye." 

"Bye," she said warmly, and then hung up. 



Two hours later, after a shower and another beer, I pulled open the old oak door, struggling with 
its weight as always, and was greeted with O'Connor's distinct pub smell - layers of stale, 
spilled beer, smoke, fries, and underneath it all, the faint smell of urine. That smell, strangely 
enough, always left me feeling positively nostalgic. I walked in, blinking as my eyes adjusted to 
the lack of light, and nodded at Stephen, the owner, brewmaster, and bartender standing behind 
the bar. Stephen had a nice manner to him, polite and friendly, with the vestige of an Irish accent 
despite having hved in the States since he was seven. I never did know why, out of all places, 
he'd picked this small town in the Blue Ridge Mountains to settle down in. Of course I never 
asked - Stephen was never one for chit chat. I liked that he wasn't too talkative (nothing pisses 
me off more than having to bullshit every time I order a drink) and his ruddy face and scraggly 
red hair and beard reminded me of a Van Gogh self-portrait. Having never seen a portrait of Van 
Gogh by anyone other than Van Gogh, I couldn't say if he actually looked like Van Gogh, if that 
makes sense. He was a good guy, or is, I suppose. He couldn't have changed that much since I 
saw him last. 

"Hey," he said, by way of a greeting. "How are ya'?" 

"I'm okay. Could be better" I said and motioned in the general direction of the TV, 
which, of course, was tuned to the news. 

"Yeah," he said, nodding thoughtfully. "Beer?" 

"Yeah - a Guinness. And a Jameson's, too. On the rocks, a splash of water." 

"That it?" 

"Yeah, for now, I think. I hope. Errr, thanks. Lara here?" 

"She's upstairs, out on the patio." 



"Thanks." I stood at the bar and drank my Jameson's while Stephen waited for the 
Guinness to settle. 

"You want to run a tab?"" he asked, smiling his shy smile, holding his upper lip tight to 
hide his bad teeth. " 

I thought about it for a second. "Yeah. That's probably not a bad idea." 

I turned and started toward the narrow creaky staircase when I heard Stephen call after 
me. 

"Yeah?" I said, turning back. 

"Look, I gotta tell you - she's been here since we opened." 

"Oh," I said, somewhat surprised. She hadn't sounded drunk on the phone. "Okay. 
Thanks for the heads up." 

"No worries. Cheers." 

"Cheers." 

I made my way, slowly, carefully up the stairs. One of these days, I thought, he's going to 
have to do something about this staircase. The upstairs had only been open about a year or so. It 
used to be mostly just for storage, but Stephen had slowly renovated it, turning it into a patio of 
sorts. It wasn't much, a couple of tables out on a porch, some stools by the railing, but it did have 
a nice view of the town's skyline. 

Lara was the only person upstairs. She was sitting with her back turned to me, staring out 
at the ridgeline, watching the sun sink slowly behind the aging buildings in the foreground. Her 
hair, a wild, tangled mess, glowed - a brilliant red - in the fading sunlight. I cleared my throat as 
I walked out onto the patio; she turned and smiled at me. The smile did not touch her eyes. In 
that light, one moment her eyes were an electric blue, the color of the sky before a storm, and the 



next, flat and distant, grey and unfocused, rain on a distant window. She ran those eyes over me. 
I still sometimes wonder how it was I looked in those eyes. 

She set her wine glass down on the table and stood up to hug me. I went to kiss her, but 
she turned her face away, burying it in my chest. Somehow, when she pulled away, I ended up 
kissing her cheek. It was awkward. She sat back down, and I pulled a chair up next to her table, 
saying nothing. I ran my finger around the rim of my glass, glancing over at her every once in a 
while. She felt my eyes on her and smiled at me again. I smiled back, knowing it looked as 
forced as it felt. She was wearing the same shirt she'd had on when we'd met, years ago: this old, 
blue, long-sleeved Lake Tahoe shirt that had once read ''Heavenly across the front in white 
letters. She seemed sad - the skin of her face pulled tight against her cheekbones - sad but 
lovely, too, as she stared out at the horizon. 

I sat there tracing the rim of my glass and waiting for her to speak. She'd asked me there, 
after all. I figured she would talk when she was good and ready. I was wondering why it was so 
warm this late in the fall when she sighed aloud. Then she sighed again, louder the second time. I 
reached into my shirt pocket and pulled out a pack of Camel Lights. I lit one, waiting for her to 
begin. 

"Oh, Jack, you darling boy" she said softly, smiling to herself. 

I smiled and waited for her to continue. 

"And what will we do tomorrow and the day after that?" 

I said nothing. I suppose I was vaguely irritated that she would reference the movie rather 
than the book. Seemed like lately that was the way of the world. But who reads Gatsby anymore 
anyways? "What?" I asked aloud, instead, pretending I hadn't heard her. 

"Nothing," she said with a quick shake of her head. "So Kerry conceded, huh?" 



"Yeah," I said, "finally." 

"He handled it better than Gore " 

"Sort of." 

"How do you mean?" 

"Well, Gore won. He had the right to raise a little hell." 

"True." 

I couldn't think of anything else to say so I took a long drink of Guinness. It tasted bitter. 
Probably that was just me. 

"You okay?" she asked. 

"Yeah, I'll be fine. A little disappointed, maybe, but who isn't?" 

She drummed her fingers on the side of her glass. "Can I get one of those?" she asked, 
gesturing vaguely towards my pack of cigarettes. 

"Sure," I said, taking one and handing it to her. 

"Got a light?" 

She clearly wanted to say something to me; I could see her rehearsing her speech. I 
looked down at my glass, keeping half an eye on her and half an eye on my beer. Halfway 
through her cigarette, she grabbed the pack from off the table, lit another one, and stubbed out 
the first one. I knew I was in trouble. 

"It's not supposed to be like this," she whispered. 

"What?" I asked. I was not sure I had heard her correctly. Maybe that was just wishful 
thinking on my part. 

"I said: 'It's not supposed to be like this.'" 

"What do you mean?" 



"What do you think I mean?" 

"I don't know." 

"Us, stupid. It's not supposed to be like this between us." 

"Oh." I wiped my hands on my pants. "I guess." 

"What's that mean?" she demanded. 

"I don't know," I said, studying first the palm of my left hand, then the right. "I don't 
know." 

She started to say something else, thought better of it, and smashed her half-smoked 
cigarette into the ash tray. She finished her wine and stood up quickly. She stared at me, and 
then turned and walked away, her mouth moving wordlessly. There was a residue of red wine in 
the corners of her mouth. 

"It's not supposed to be like this" she called back over her shoulder. 



I w a n te d to te 11 h e r th e n th a t it was supposed to be like this, that all things pass, that, despite our 
best efforts, people fail, and that no one gets anything for keeps. That everything we wanted so 
badly to hold onto, to cling to, that everything we dreamt of was always already beyond us. And 
that's how we have to live. We should know that now better than ever. But she knew all that, 
already, maybe long before I ever thought I did. 
So I kept my mouth shut. 



When she came back a couple of minutes later with another glass of wine and a Guinness, I had 
just finished my beer and lit another cigarette. She handed me the Guinness and sat back down. I 



started to say I was sorry ... I was always apologizing back then, even when I wasn't sure what it 
was I had done wrong ... but she cut me off. 

"Do you still love me?" 

"Yes. I mean, I think so. It's complicated." 

"What's complicated about the way you feel about me?" 

I took a drink of my beer, trying to buy myself some time. It didn't work. 

"It's a simple question, isn't it?" 

"Is it?" 

"Yeah - I'd say it is. Either you still love me or you don't." 

"It's not that easy for me, at least not these days. Nothing's easy lately." 

She started to say something, stopped, and frowned. "I still love you. Doesn't that 
matter?" 

"Yeah, it matters." I took another long drink of my beer. 

Smiling, she said, "Well, that's good then, right?" 

I smiled back, wryly. "Yeah, I guess so." 

"Is there someone else?" 

"Don't be ridiculous." 

"Is there?" 

"Of course not. Are you seeing someone else?" 

She drank almost half her glass of wine in one sip and dabbed at her mouth as if to make 
up for the breach of manners. "Of course not," she said coyly. 

I studied my nearly empty glass. Finding no answers to unasked questions there, I stared 
at my shoes. It was well past time for a new pair. 



Reaching over, she grabbed my hand. "Do you still love me?" she whispered. 

"I don't know," I said, wrenching my hand free. "There's some things I need to figure 
out for myself" 

"What does that mean?" 

"I don't know." 

"Why do you keep saying that?" 

"Because I don't know." 

"Why not?" she demanded. 

"Look, Lara," I could hear my voice rising, "I told you I didn't want to have this 
conversation, not now." 

"Then when are we going to have it. Jack?" 

"I don't know." 

"Goddamn it. Jack. What do you know?" 

"I need a fucking beer," I said and stood up. The sudden movement made my head spin. 

I walked downstairs, and found that the bar had picked up considerably. There was music 
playing and the dull buzz of people laughing and unwinding after a day's work. I felt very lonely 
all of a sudden. That's not true. Maybe to say I remembered how lonely I felt would be more 
accurate. I walked up to the bar and waited for Stephen to see me. He was at the other end of the 
bar fiddling with something I couldn't see. I glanced at the TV over the bar. The news was still 
on. I tore myself away and caught Stephen's eye. 

"Another Guinness?" he asked quietly. 

"No. Let me try one of you guys' porters, I think. Oh and another Jameson's, too, please. 
Same way - splash of water, a little ice." 



He nodded twice and then hurried off. A group of people, guys mostly, about my age, 
burst in. As they walked up to the bar, one of the girls with them smiled at me when she saw me 
staring at them. I smiled back and pretended to study the sign over the bar. Stephen came back 
and said something to me that was lost in the crowd noise. I acted like I'd heard anyways, 
nodded thanks, and headed back upstairs. 

Upstairs, all was quiet, deceptively so. Lara was smoking another cigarette, staring 
straight ahead at nothing. I sat down; she turned and stared at me. "Is there something I could 
have done, besides - you know - keeping the baby?" Her voice trembled. 

"I don't know," I said. I really didn't. "I don't know" I repeated, softer the second time. 

"You bastard," Lara said, standing up. 

"Did it have to be him?" I sneered at her. I suppose, on one level or another, I had always 
known it would end like this; still, I had hoped it would not, not like this, not with the long-held 
grievances revealed and inspected, scrutinized and compared, not with that final fatal measure of 
a relationship. I knew I would be found wanting. 

She whirled around. "Fuck you," she said. Her voice was thick in her throat. "Fuck you. 
Who are you to say anything to me about that?" 

"You pulled away from me. Christ, six months, Lara. Six months." 

"I had an abortion. What do you expect?" 

"I don't know. But him?" 

"All's we ever did was talk about you." She laughed nervously. "I saw you, you know, 
practicing your little speeches, getting ready. You think I didn't know?" 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

"Oh, don't act like you weren't already on the way out." 



I could feel, no, hear the blood in my ears, a storm thundering in the distance. "I was 
never going to leave you." 

"Bullshit. You know that's bullshit." 

"I was never going to leave you, Lara," I said. My voice sounded strange, dull and 
strained. 

She looked at me, as though she were trying to decide what to do with me. Maybe she 
was. "We ruined ourselves. Jack," she finally whispered, her eyes going flat, distant. "I never 
honestly thought we ruined each other." 

I ran my fingers through my hair and stared out at the ridgeline. "I wish I believed that." 

"You can be a real asshole sometimes, you know that?" 

"And you can be a real bitch." 

She stared at me, smiling wildly, on the verge of either laughter or tears, maybe both. 
Then she slapped me, hard, across the face. And it all went quiet. 

"Fuck you. Jack. Fuck you." 

"Fuck you, too," I whispered after her, but she was gone. 

I finished my Jameson's in one hurried gulp, lit a cigarette, and drinking my beer 
watched the day give way to that inevitable night. 



After a while, I stood up and shuffled down the stairs. At the bar, I got Stephen's attention. 

"Hey, I have to take off," I said, yelling over the noise at the bar. "I need to settle up." 
"Okay. You gonna take care of Lara's bill too?" 
"Did she not pay it?" 
"Nah. She said you had it." 



"Oh. Okay. I'll pay it." 

"That'll be sixty-two fifty." 

I handed him four twenties, muttered something about keeping the change, and made my 
way through the crowd towards the exit. At the doorway, I turned and looked back; hoping to see 
her, certain I would not, I ran my eyes over the gathering crowd. Their laughter seemed worlds 
away. I smiled sadly to myself, shut the door behind me, and walked out into the last of that sad, 
red dusk. 



